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literature it took to his mind the form of the Old Man
of the Sea fastened upon his shoulders. He also began
to dream of vampires. Mr. Gould exaggerated to him-
self the disadvantages of his new position, because he
viewed it emotionally. His position in Costaguana
was no worse than before. But man is a desperately
conservative creature, and the extravagant novelty of
this outrage upon his purse distressed his sensibilities.
Everybody around him was being robbed by the
grotesque and murderous bands that played their game
of governments and revolutions after the death of
Guzman Bento. His experience had taught him that,
however short the plunder might fall of their legitimate
expectations, no gang in possession of the Presidential
Palace would be so incompetent as to suffer itself to be
baffled by the want of a pretext. The first casual
colonel of the barefooted army of scarecrows that came
along was able to expose with force and precision to any
mere civilian his titles to a sum of 10,000 dollars; the
while his hope would be immutably fixed upon a
gratuity, at any rate, of no less than a thousand. Mr.
Gould knew that very well, and, armed with resigna-
tion, had waited for better times. But to be robbed
under the forms of legality and business was intolerable
to his imagination. Mr. Gould, the father, had one
fault in his sagacious and honourable character: he
attached too much importance to form. It is a failing
common to mankind, whose views are tinged by preju-
dices. There was for him in that affair a malignancy of
perverted justice which, by means of a moral shock,
attacked his vigorous physique. "It will end by
killing me," he used to affirm many times a day. And,
in fact, since that time he began to suffer from fever,
from liver pains, and mostly from a worrying inability
to think of anything else. The Finance Minister could